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Jon Decides to Quit 


Author's Notes: 
A rare Jor/Dorothea story. Het, heavy SM content. 


Jon had been in his office for 9 hours without much of a break. Dorothea was starting to wonder what he 
was up to - he didn't smoke in the house, so he'd at least walk out onto the deck to smoke during the day, and 
she hadn't heard a thing. 


Finally, around Bpm, he came up for air in time to have a late dinner with the kids. He was grouchy and edgy. 
After walking upstairs with the boys, Jon came back downstairs. And he was even grumpier now. 

"What the hell is up with you tonight?" Dot didn't pull punches. He'd put her through hell the last 3 years, and 
she had seen every mood on the spectrum from him since Richie had run off. But it had been awhile - a good 


six months - since he'd been snappy and angry around the kids. 


"| priced out my life insurance for next year." 


"OK..." Dorothea just looked at him. "You do that this time every year, for both of us." 

"Apparently, 55 is the officially mark of being an old man" 

"You do know that you are not immortal, right?" 

"Ha." 

"What gives?" 

"They asked me if | still smoke." When Jon didn't exactly want to disclose, getting information out of him was 
like pulling teeth, even if you were married to him. "I told them yes." The truth. He'd been smoking almost 40 
years at this point. And there was little he loved as much as his red wine and his Marlboro Lights. Dorothea 
was still waiting on the surprise in his encounter with the insurance companies. None of this was news. "They 


multiplied my insurance rates - all of them. By like tenfold, on some policies." 


Ahhh... Dot looked at her husband of 27 years. He loved his money. He worked hard for it, gave plenty of it to 
the needy - but giving it to a large insurance company? Wasn't his style. 


"| quit. | haven't had a cigarette since this morning.’ 

Oh boy. This could be an interesting ride. Dorothea had smoked occasionally before the kids came along, but for 
her it was never a big deal to quit. But that had been 25 years ago, when they first decided to try to have a 
baby. "You sure you want to do it cold turkey?" 

"Yes. Absolutely.” 


Dorothea hugged her husband, and led him upstairs. She knew the next few days would at best, be interesting. 


Three days later, Dorothea was ready to light his cigarettes for him. 


By dinner on the third day, she looked at Jon and said "I'm packing a bag for you. We are going into the city 
for the night." 


Jon just looked at her - they didn't use the penthouse in Manhattan. It had been more of a crash space for he 
and Richie when they were working in the city.. and he had only been there long enough to put it on the 
market afterward. Going back would be emotional. Dorothea could read his mind. 


"No. | have booked us a suite somewhere else." 


Jon walked upstairs and watched as Dorothea packed for the two of them. She packed a small "toy" bag with 


her favorite implements. Over the last few years, his wife had gotten harsher with him at home. More 
dominant, more in control - and she had always been the dominant one in the bedroom. But the last 3 years 
had been rough, and she had vowed to do whatever it took to save her rockstar - even if he never played 


another note of music, and several times during that first year she thought that was a strong possibility. 

Jon watched her go into his closet, and search through his drawers to find his dad's razor strap. He also had a 
couple of beat up old guitar straps hanging from a hanger in his closet - and she picked her favorite. After 
that, he quit paying attention and texted a driver. 

He and Dorothea did date nights away from the kids pretty regularly - but rarely staying out overnight. Jon 
was fond of the little ones running into their bedroom first thing in the morning - just like any other dad. 
There were days when he longed to just be "any other dad" 


Jon was nervous on the ride into the city. So nervous, he was chatty. Excessively chatty. He wanted to plan 
dinner, and maybe a show and maybe.. Dorothea stopped him. "I have everything planned out for tonight." 


"Oh." He put his head down and said, "yes, ma'am," as he looked out the window. Dorothea held his hand in 
silence until they pulled in front of the Plaza hotel. Everything was dealt with quickly and quietly and they were 
in their suite on the top floor in minutes. 

"How long has it been?" 

"14 hours, 15 minutes." 

"Not that you're counting." 


"How much trouble am | in?" 


Dorothea sat down on the bed and pointed to the floor. Jon knelt, knowingly. She reached for Jon's chin and 
turned his face up to look straight into her eyes. "If | have my way, you won't sit down for a week." 


Jon winced. 


Day 3 


Author's Notes: 
Het, heavy SM content. 


Punishment was incredibly effective on Jon. 


When it was performance related, it was different. Jon was hardest on himself - and he needed help getting 
out of his head when that happened. But when he fucked up with something more... real.. it was not hard to 


break him and have a very remorseful boy. 


He knew he had it coming tonight. He'd been an ass since he decided to give up smoking, and even he knew it. He 
felt that stirring deep in his loins, craving submission - craving pain even. He missed being submissive on a 
regular basis, but life had been crazy and it wasn't as easy to do with Dorothea as it was on the road, away 


from "real" life. 
Tonight though, and possibly longer, he was going to be Dorothea's well-beaten little subbie boy. 


His own belt over his skin-tight jeans stung. Grateful for both the warm-up and the protective layer, Jon bent 
over the end of the bed willingly and accepting. It felt good to be back in this position for so many reasons. He 
sought out and wore the softest belts he could find, for several reasons. He absolutely shopped based on what 


he thought they would feel like on his skin 


Dot reached over and grabbed Jon by the back of the neck "Stand up and strip." Jon nodded, and pulled his 
sweater over his head. After he took the t-shirt off from underneath, he paused. He was offering his back to 
her. And he hated having his back struck - except sometimes, he needed it. 


"Everything off. | plan on using your back" 

He stripped quietly and waited. His erection betrayed his nerves. It had been a long time since he had bottomed 
heavily. Dorothea surprised him by pulling restraints out of her toy bag and led him over to the ottoman in 
the room. Tightly bound over the ottoman, Jon felt vulnerable and exposed. And very nervous. 

Dorothea reached for the worn, soft guitar strap in her bag. It wasn't Richie's, it was one of Jon's, but the 
symbolism was still there. She didn't use straps on him, unless it was the occasional whipping with the old 


razor strap. And that was rare. 


There was nothing gentle about the stripes she laid on his back. They were deliberate, hard and evenly spaced. 


Her aim with that strap was impeccable, and Jon muttered something about whether or not she had practiced 


first. At that point, she unleashed her inner sadist and really let him have it. 


She broke him. While he lay bound and crying, she pulled her strap-on out of the toy bag. She chose a large 
cock to put on, and untied him. She led him onto his knees before forcing the cock into Jon's waiting mouth. 
Humiliated, he sucked. He looked up at her, tears still flowing, and she grabbed him by the back of the head and 
fucked his mouth hard. He could feel her own excitement building. He hated this. It wasn't the same thing as 


sucking a real cock, and Jon loved every other variation of oral, giving and receiving. 


Quickly, she grabbed him and pushed him over the end of the bed. She didn't pause for lube, instead fucking 


him hard, and fast and entering with just one stroke. He cried out in pain. 
She grabbed onto his hips an fucked him hard until she came. 


Then, she reached for the lube. 


Jon Tops 


Author's Notes: 
Het, reasonably heavy SM content 


Jon slept for a few hours after they played. It was the best sleep he'd had in the last 3-4 days. The older he 


got, the more he valued his sleep. 


After he began to stir, Dorothea ordered pizza from Jon's favorite NYC place. They polished off a couple 


bottles of wine and crashed early. 


Jon rolled over in the morning and felt every bruise and welt. It was a yummy feeling to him, and he rolled 
Dorothea over and kissed her until she was awake. She was also in a good mood and feeling playful. She poked 


at his bruises on his ass. 

"Keep it up, brat, and I'll spank youl" Jon joked and swatted at her bottom. 

"Go for it, Jonnyboy." She laughed. Jon had certainly spanked her plenty - playfully, erotically. Never more than 
his hand though - but when he was motivated, he could spank *hard®* with his hands. He did have large, 
strong hands for his size. 

Jon sat up on the bed quickly and pulled Dorothea over his lap. She was surprised and thrilled at his desire to 
spank her. There were times when she wanted to see more of the dominant side of him. The first swat was 
gentle, the second, not so much. 

She lifted her hips to meet his hand. Her arousal was palpable, as she encouraged him with her hips, her 
moans. She loved being in this position at this time. He spanked her long and hard, just like she expected. Soon 
her bottom was red and tender, too. 

"Jonny?" 

Jon paused, and rested his hand on her bare bottom. 

"Jon... will you use your belt?" 


"Are you sure? I've never.. hurt you... like that." 


"Yes, sir." She started to shift off of his lap - and his noticeable erection - to the end of the bed. Jon stood 
up, and reached for his jeans from the night before. His belt was still in his jeans. He pulled it through the 


loops quickly, and doubled it over while dropping his jeans back on the floor. 


Jon held the buckle in his hand and wrapped the length of the belt around his hand. It had been a few years 
since he'd wielded a belt like this, and he couldn't let himself think about the last time. Before he struck Dot, 


he leaned over her and pushed his erection up against her. "When l'm done, l'm going to fuck you. Hard." 
| want you to take my ass." 


He hadn't done that in a long, long time. He growled into her ear "Absolutely," and he struck her with the belt, 


square across her ass. 


He hadn't expected her ass to mark so quickly, or that he would enjoy seeing the welts and lines across her 


bare ass. He didn't want to stop long enough to grab the lube, but he didn't want to hurt her, either. 


After using just .. enough... lube.. he grabbed her hair and wrapped it around his left hand. Jon entered her 
quickly and completely, causing Dorothea to gasp and try to bury her face, but he held her head up by her 


hair. 
"Oh no.. | want to see your face as | fuck you. You didn't have any qualms about using my ass hard last night” 


But soon, desire won out. He let go of her hair to hold onto her hips as he fucked her *hard®. While at first 
she had raised her hips to meet his cock, now she was whimpering and soon.. crying. For a split second, he 
thought about stopping but the crying and the tears made him come hard in her ass and he collapsed on top 
of her. 


The Scene, Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Het, definitely heavy SM content. 


The one thing that Jon missed about playing with Richie - and even the occasional scene with Tico - was the 
lasting soreness. When he rolled over in the morning, he could feel the warmth of a red bottom, but not much 


else. He wasn't *really® sore. And he wanted to be. 


Dorothea was nursing her first cup of coffee, still running around the hotel room in an old sweatshirt of Jon's 
and a pair of boxers. Jon was far less of a morning person and still trying to wake up as she started her 
second cup and brought one over to him. She tousled his hair and smiled. "This is the first thing in the morning 


look | wish your fans could see." He wasn't nearly as amused as she was. 


"How do you feel this morning?" he asked, genuinely concerned about how rough he had been with her the 


night before. It was wildly out of character for him. She was his baby. 
‘lm good! Really, relax!" Dorothea responded, and kissed his forehead. "How are YOU?" 


Jon sat up in bed, still naked. He took a couple more sips of coffee before he tried to talk He desperately 
wanted a cigarette with his morning coffee. He was almost twitchy. The craving was intense right now. If 


Dorothea hadn't been there, he probably would have had one - and not told anyone. 


While he had certainly not found a new dominant male in his life, he had been dabbling with a new lover in the 
last few months. A much younger man, Jake Gyllenhaal had turned his head after a couple of years thinking 
that part of his life was over. But Jake didn't know how submissive he was, and he only saw him every couple 


of months. And Jon was pretty certain that he wouldn't ever be able to give up control like he had with Rich. 
That part of him might be gone for good. 


lm craving a cigarette." Jon muttered quietly. "And, | really wish | could get high." 

That was something Jon hadn't uttered out loud in a good IO years. Dorothea shot up quickly "What??ll" 

"Not that kind of high. Endorphin high." He knew, and was pretty sure that his wife knew by now, that his need 
to feel high was best met by hard, heavy SM scenes - that high was far better than any chemical he had 


ever tried. And since Stephanie's overdose, he hadn't done much of anything. 


"What do you need?" Dorothea asked, with no judgment at all. One of these days, she expected him to want to 


jump out of an airplane or off of a cliff. 


That was such a loaded question. Jon suspected that Dot would have acquired drugs for him, had that been his 


expressed need at that moment, but it wasn't. Jon didn't answer her. 


"Beaten. Like he used to," she said after a long and tangible pause. Jon nodded. She walked over to her bag and 
pulled out a pen, and tossed it at him. "Write out what you want." 


Writing out what he wanted was challenging. Jon had never, ever written about being beaten except in the 
hypothetical in a song, where it was so heavily veiled only a fellow masochist would have picked up on it. He did 
chuckle slightly while thinking of "Lay Your Hands on Me," but he was also surprised at how quickly he was 
able to write it out. 


He wanted a rough scene, his back beaten with the cat o'nine tails. His ass paddled. His mind fucked with by 


using the razor strap. Used sexually every way imaginable. Restrained. Hurt. Tears. 
Dorothea read it, and looked at him. "Your toy bag still at the penthouse?" He nodded. "Go get it. I'll stay here.” 


He groaned. Going to the penthouse in and of itself was going to fuck with his head. But he would be glad to get 
his last personal stuff out of there. 


The coffee table in the penthouse was a trunk, and he had kept his toys locked in there. For whatever reason, 
he'd never been able to remove them till now. He picked up the duffle bag and headed back to the Plaza. He 


was beyond nervous - Dorothea had never gone through his personal toy bag. 
And he hadn't touched it since he got home from Lubbock, IX. 


He slammed the door as he locked up, and vowed to never set foot in that place again 
Dorothea was almost giddy going through Jon's toybag. Watching him pace nervously was almost as much fun 
She knew he was in a rough spot, but that didn't mean that she wouldn't enjoy this. 


It was the middle of October, and Jon had layered before heading out of the hotel. "Strip," Dot said while still 
going through his toys. 


Dot laid out all of the contents of the bag on the bed, sorting them at first: impact implements, restraints and 
blindfolds/gags, and sex toys. She was surprised at single serving packs of Viagra, assuming they had been for 
Richie. Jon looked over at her “There was no way in hell that Rich would go to Matt or Tony for that." He was 
even able to smile at the thought. It had been 3.5 years now though, and he was finally getting past it. 


There was a heavy wooden paddle in the bag, one that Richie had picked up as a joke while they were on Ohio 
State's campus. A huge, thick frat paddle, it was awful. Jon was already nervous - he could feel the adrenaline 
pumping and the endorphins kicking in. He wanted to take a hard, heavy beating and in order to do that - the 
faster they kicked in, the better. And he suspected he might have to .. encourage her.. to go as far as he 


wanted. He'd had to do that with Richie at times, too. 


There was also a heavy corian paddle in the bag. It was beautiful - Jon had it custom made after they had 
remodeled their kitchen. But it was brutal - and he'd only felt it once. The last time. He knew that this paddle 
was as loaded emotionally as the strap could be. That, and it hurt like hell. 


After she had set out every toy she wanted to use, and put the others back in the bag - Dorothea surprised 
Jon. She had a thin leather collar she wanted to fasten around his neck. Naked, he enthusiastically knelt in front 
of her. She fastened the collar around his neck and picked up a blindfold. 


"Jonny... are you sure you want me to do this?" 
"Yes ma'am. | know we may not get to where | want to go - but | want to at least try. You understand me." 
"Not as well as he did. And you've almost always done your heavy bottoming with men" 


"Sure, but ma'am - | want it to be you." Jon had turned all of his focus to his home and family over the last 
few years - and he wanted to keep it that way. He was too old to be looking to anyone/everyone to fill his 


needs. 
"Do you want a safeword*" 


"Do you?" It came off like a smartass, but he meant it sincerely. She needed a way to end the scene, too, if it 
got to be too much. 


"No. | think we're on the same page." She took him by the chin, and looked into his blue eyes. "If you mouth off, 
this is what's going to happen," she said as she slapped his face, while still holding his chin forcing him to look 
at her. 


And just like that, he was in a deep, dark headspace. 


Dorothea believed in long warm-ups for heavier scenes, and Jon already had some fading bruises from the day 
before so even his softest belt stung on his bare skin. He was jumpy, nervous. And she was pulling no punches 


- the belt hurt. 


"Stand up." She said and grabbed him by the hair. She walked Jon over the to the wall. This was a position he 
hated, but also craved. "I wish you were dressed, so that | could make you take your shirt off. Actually, get 
the strap for me before you get comfortable." 


Jon hated this. When he had been younger and in trouble, his dad would sometimes make him fetch the razor 
strap, and then take his shirt off. Jon started fighting back as he got a little older and closer to Senior's size, 
and he stopped asking him to fetch it - knowing that Jon would lock himself in his room before he'd cooperate. 


This was a fast route into his head if you wanted to fuck with him. 


He picked up the strap and put it in Dorothea's hands. She held it out to him, for him to kiss it. "You've got to 
be fucking kidding me!" 


She pointed to the ground. He dropped to his knees as she sat down on the end of the bed. He wouldn't disobey 
her - and he wouldn't run. But if he wanted to make things worse on himself, he'd found the right way to do 

it. 
| told you what | would do, didn't |?" 


"Yes, ma'am." Jon closed his eyes. She slapped one side of his face, then the other. Then picked the strap back 
up. This time, he obeyed. He stood and walked back over to the wall, without being told. 


"How many times did you get your ass kicked for smoking when you were a kid?" 
"A handful." 
"You want to quit for real, right?" 


"Yes, ma'am." Dot landed the first blow on his back as soon as he turned his head back around. He winced. He 


wasn't quite ready for that. The second blow was even harder to take. He couldn't stay quiet. 

She beat him through the cursing, until he just rested his head on his arms and took it. After a good bit of 
time had passed (maybe IO minutes), he was shaking. It was getting harder and harder for him to take it. Dot 
set the strap down on the bed and led him back over to the bed, bending him over the end of it. 


"Ma'am? Can | have a drink of water please?" 


Dorothea grabbed his bottle beside the bed, and came back with it - and the corian paddle. She'd never used 
this paddle before. She was impressed with the weight of it. He'd be bruised forever. 


Jon drank half the bottle and groaned. He *hated* that paddle. Even if he had designed it 
He repositioned himself over the end of the bed, now that he knew her intention. "Ma'am?" 
God, he was adorable when he was submissive. Dorothea melted. "What is it?" 

"When you're done with that evil fucking paddle, will you use your hands again?" 

"You know l'm not going to stop with the paddle until you're sobbing and broken’ 


"Thank you, ma'am." 


Knowing that it was coming, and that she actually said it, always made it harder to get there. It was easier to 
cry accidentally.. not when you were seeking it. But she got what she was going after, and a few minutes and 


countless swats with that paddle..Jon was crying. 


Dorothea didn't let up. 


A thorough beating 


Author's Notes: 
SM content. Sex. 


When Tico or Richie had come after him with one of the heavy paddles, Jon had always called them ‘baseball 
swats.: Dorothea seemed to have learned how to deliver those swats. Not that it took all that much umpf to 
deliver a hard swat with the corian paddle. She hadn't been kidding when she said he might not sit down for a 
week. This time, he might not. 


The corian paddle was brutal. Each swat was difficult to take, and Jon felt like it was going to knock him into 
the next week. Each swat was felt deeply, and Dorothea seemed to know just exactly how to pace them. 


The pain was intense, and Jon was bruising fast. With something like a belt, the bruises usually didn't show 
until a few hours later. This paddle was so heavy.. the marks were coming to the surface already. Of course, 


playing two days in a row also helped that. 


Jon wanted to ask for a break He had reached the point where he was either going to break or bail on a scene 
- but he knew he wasn't going to bail on this. He hadn't stopped a scene in eons, and never with Dot. Of course, 


she didn't usually play this hard. 


He tried so hard to remain still. He wanted to be a good boy for her. But this hurt like hell and it was getting 
harder and harder to hold still. He reached up on the bed and grabbed a pillow. Holding onto it, and being able to 


bury his face in it and scream, helped. 


After he squirmed out of position and moved back, Dorothea leaned over and whispered in his ear. "You still 


have the cat coming after this." 
"Fuck," Jon muttered. He was getting exactly what he asked for. Suddenly, the paddle swats were harder to 
take, and he started to let go. He started to tear up. Dorothea set the paddle down, and began to spank him 


with just her hand. She was striking hard, but because he was already really sore and bruised, it hurt like hell. 
Much more so than a hand spanking usually did. He began to cry. 


Dorothea leaned over and kissed Jon's tears. "Stand up." 
He did, and it hurt. Oh he was going to be so sore. Exactly what he had wanted. That paddle bruised deeply. 


"You wrote that you wanted to be restrained. Do you still want that?" Jon shook his head. He had gotten to 
where he wanted. "Up against the wall then 


Jon stood, and before he walked over to the wall he grabbed Dorothea and kissed her. He was so lucky to have 
her, and he knew it. He leaned against the wall, raising his arms to rest his head, and thought to himself... it's 


going to hurt to even raise my arms soon. 


Some cat o'nine tails are brutal, with heavy falls or metal in the tips. Not this one. This one had been custom 
made by a guy in DC almost 20 years ago. It was gorgeous craftsmanship, and Jon rarely got the opportunity 
to play with it. 


The sting on his back was far different than the blows with the strap had been. This felt sharper, stingier. The 
pain was different, and intense - and got him from tears to sobbing. Dorothea didn't stop until he was shaking, 
and had been sobbing for a good bit already. She took his hand and led him back over to the bed. 


"On your back," she instructed. Jon winced as he laid down on his newly beaten back and ass. It was sore - 
already. Tomorrow would be a lot of fun He'd spend the day enjoying the soreness and wanting to feel the 


burn for as long as it would last. 


As soon as he was flat on his back, Dorothea stripped and mounted him. "What do you want?" she teased. He 
was hard at this point - she didn't really *need* to ask what he wanted. "Do you want me to use you?" 


"Yes, ma'am. Please. Please!" Jon knew what she was wanting him to say though, but it never came easy. He 
didn't like the feeling of being suffocated Even for her. But she was patient. Only a couple of moments passed, 
but it felt like forever to Jon, so he asked. "Please sit on my face." 


There was almost nothing she enjoyed more than riding his tear-stained face. 


Stopping just short of orgasm, Dorothea spun around and slid down onto Jon's erect and eager cock. Jon 


gasped, with a look of surprise and ecstasy on his face. 


